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to evolve a defensive scheme pivoting on this pill-box.
It was going to be invaluable.

" But when we tried to get inside we couldn't.
The place was entirely deserted. The powerful steel
doors were locked tight, like a bank safe. No sign of
any keys. We spent some time scouting around the
district in the hope of finding some of the French
Engineers. But there wasn't a soul to be seen. Not
even any French civilians. Everyone had fled. Then
we tried to break the doors in. We bashed at them
with rifle butts, kicked and shoved, and made football
charges, a dozen of our heftiest at a time. AH that
happened was that more than half the company got
bruised shoulders. Those steel doors didn't budge an
inch. They'd have been an acquisition to the Bank
of England. As it was, we cursed them good and plenty.

" Battalion Headquarters was three-quarters of a ,
mile behind, and eventually the Company Commander
despatched a runner on a bicycle to ask if they knew
of the whereabouts of the keys. B.H.Q. didn't know
any more than we did. They 'phoned through to
Brigade. They, too, had never heard of any keys.
They made the very helpful suggestion that we should
inquire of French troops in the vicinity. There weren't
any. We'd already discovered that.

" Meantime, we began to hear distant firing in
front of us. Not much at first, but it gradually in-
creased in volume. It was pretty clear that the enemy
was pressing forward, trying to force the crossing of
the Lys. We had to get a move on. So the Company
Commander deployed the troops in trenches and at
other points on the line. But he was savage at being
unable to make use of the pill-box. It threw his nice
little defensive scheme right out. It was pretty rough
having a strong point right on your doorstep and
being unable to benefit by it.